Telephone Story 1

[The first person to replace this text with a title gets to name the story.]

Author 1:

Sisyphus was punished for his crimes with pushing a boulder up and down in eternity. Prometheus has his forever regenerating liver perpetually devoured by an eagle. On Atlas’ shoulders the gods have dropped the whole sky to hold. But for me Zeus had a particularly devious concept in mind. He ordered me chained and the other end of the lengthy chain attached to a steel net holding up hordes of trophies from my past conquests in battle. Then the god’s minions have carefully balanced the net with its contents right on the edge of a great chasm – in such a manner that I’m unable to pull that dead weight up. Instead I’m forced to invest all my strength and focus just so that it doesn’t fall pulling me down with it.

I have no idea where I am (Tartarus?), how long I’ve been in this state, or even if I’m alive or not. I just remember Zeus’ last words “You really don’t want to fall in there – there is no coming back.” Bastard knew I’ll torment myself endlessly pondering if I should try that after all. I can’t really just go nearer the chasm to peek what’s awaiting me below.

Author 2:

Instead I tried to gain ground, each day a little more. It felt as if I already gained a few steps, a few steps further from the never ending hole of what I can only assume to contain never ending misery. But it could all just be my imagination; in the end it is the uncertainty that breaks me. At some times I felt like closing my eyes and just let it all go; but in the end I could not go through with it. I am not a quitter, which is what brought me into this mess in the first place. And now I am playing the game of the gods… forever… 

Well, now I think about it, it is a game that can not be won… I close my eyes.

Every time I close my eyes I hear music. I see a piano it floats in de sky and the keys play by themselves. It is always the same tune, yet if I open my eyes, I forget about it again. The piano in the sky, it is what reminds me, reminds me not to give up. I try to memorize the song now; it goes like this. 

Author 3:

The song begins with the grandeur of a thousand orchestras. It conjures images of men who live by the sword: strong, noble, heroic. Much like my former self. Imagine an ensemble of angels. Then you won’t be too far from understanding how beautiful it is.

But then it becomes sullen. The grandeur is lost, and instead there’s a melody as heavy as my chains. It is dark, and strained. It reminds me of the sweat which cascades down my back.

I’d been building up to it for thousands of years. I didn’t think I was a quitter. But I am. In the end, the music drove me to it. Zeus was taunting me. He was clever; as the God of Gods he had to be. I was more scared of being there for eternity. So I just let go. All it took was the first moment’s rest in a thousand years. Into the abyss I fell, down through the black vortex. But it was the best feeling in the multiverse! I was at last free from my eternal toils! The gates of Atlantis were just a pinpoint of white above me! I had no care where I would end up!

Note: Multiverse is a word, whatever Word may say =D

Author 4:

I stepped into the gate, I dived into white light. As I gained back consisniess [whoever that is spelled!], I first noticed the ground. It was hard and black, and somebody had apparently started a painting on it and had sketched out his work in form of white stripes. I kneeled down and touched it – hey, this must be asphalt, the magical element the wise men told me about! But then - I was so busy with the environment that I didn’t see the red carriage drive towards me.

As it hit me, my body was filled with pain. Was this what Zeus had planned? I shivered.

“Hey mate, watcha doin’ on ye street, and why are ye dressed like olden Brian?” a man in a blue uniform asked me. There was also a civilian standing next to where I lay.

“I’m fine, thanks”, I replied. The uniform guy with told me in his odd language “Fine… but I hope ye don’t run over ye street again, mate! ‘Tis dangerous in ‘is part of olde Dublin…”

Dublin? What was that? Did he mean Dublon? But what by Chronos was Dublon…?

As he left, the civilian looked up to me… his face changed. He grinned bastardly, and everything was tinted red. “Welcome to your hell, Tartarus”, he spoke.

And so he opened his Toga and defecated over me. 

Author 5:

I ran away, as far as I could. No goal in sight, I had to get out of there. 

A house appeared and I entered. It was a rather large mansion. And it looked like it had been empty for ages. “Excellent” I told myself, “I’ll be safe here.”

First things first, I had to wash the stench off of me. Down a corridor I found a bathroom. I entered and started to wash myself off. I savored this moment, the feeling of washing of my face was a pleasure I had taken for granted. Now it was the greatest feeling in the world.

I looked myself in the mirror. My face was looking worn down. “No wonder” I chuckled.

Then my face got distorted. My ears started to grow far larger then normal. Then my nose and jaw started to grow. I touched my face to feel it, but it felt normal. This was happening inside of the mirror! As I came to this conclusion I noticed what my mirror image had become.

It was a horse, standing there, staring at me. It said “Did you really think you could escape” and ran through the mirror straight for me. 

Author 6:

And suddenly everything changed. Everything distorted again. It was really hard to realize whether I was dreaming or I was hallucinating. Point is I wasn't liking the experience. 

I seemed to be naked. Naked in the most nude way possible. And there I stood, having this bloody feeling some sadist bastard was watching all this time, and probably having a good time, in my expense.

My feelings felt violated and abused. It was pitch black all around me, but eyes slowly were beginning to adjust to the moonlight. I was in the  middle of a forest, with absolutely no idea what events preceded and got me there, or any other logical explanation behind that fact. And then it struck.

I heard the sound of a church's bell hit. I ran like hell towards the north, where I assumed the church was according to my -still dizzy- senses. The forest was slowly fading away the more I ran towards the church. The same thing happened to all the sounds surrounding and all that was left were my breath and my heartbeat to accompany me. 
Author 7:

And as I fervorly ran to the church, a sudden whiteness came over me, blinding me instantly. "ZEUS!", I screamed, while clawing at my now useless eyes. The whiteness, somehow pinpointed itself to a point moving from my right eye to the left one. I heard a voice: "Pupils are reacting!" Funny, the voice was full of joy.

And then I remembered. I took off the dream inducing helmet, thanked the four doctors and pocketed my five hundred. I mean, us poor students have to manage somehow. I strolled with a smile, exiting the laboratory and heading off to the "blood donation for money" foundation. As I was crossing the university park I saw my sister, naked, running towards a crowd. The rain started falling, and I wondered what kind of mess did she get herself in to now.
